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Summary: A collection of Jerza stories varying in themes and ratings. 
STARTING with 'Too Good to be True' where Crime Sorciere takes Jellal 
and Erza's relationship into their own hands... 


1 . Too Good to be True 

**A/N: Hey guys! Since Jerza is my muse and I have endless ideas for 
them, I decided to start a collection of one shots revolving around 
them. Rather than posting individual stories, I thought it'd be 

easier to just throw them all together in this collect ion ... thingy . 

* * 


**Anyway, ratings may vary, themes and genres may also vary. I 
appreciate any feedback, it really motivates me to write more! I also 
welcome any prompts you guys may have. Just send a quick message on 
here or my tumblr and I'll see what I can do.** 

**I've seen this particular prompt on tumblr so many times and 
because it makes me laugh every time, I decided to try putting my own 
spin on it. Well, I hope you enjoy reading this and the other pieces 
to come! ** 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own Fairy Tail.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Tit le : Too Good to be True<br>Rat ing : T 
>Summary: He and his guild had a lovehate relationship...** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>"Once in his life, every man is entitled to fall madly in 
love with a gorgeous red head." - Lucille Ball<em> 



><p><span><strong>Too Good to be True<strong> 

The sky was painted with a blend of different colours: orange, pink, 
yellow, violet, and his favourite of them alla€|red. 

His back leaning against the trunk of the willow tree, he watched 
her, a tender smile playing on his lips. Erza Scarlet was folding 
away a checkered picnic blanket, her sundress swaying in the wind and 
her crimson hair flying behind her like threads loosened from the 
raging sunset she was crouched in front of. 

"All done!" she said, flashing a smile at Jellal before getting to 
her feet and smoothing out the creases in her blue sundress. Running 
a hand through her windswept hair, she made her way towards him and 
crouched down beside him, their shoulders brushing. "That was a 
wonderful picnic. I'll have to ask Meredy for that strawberry cake 
recipe . " 

He exhibited a low chuckle, wrapping an arm around her and drawing 
her close to him. Together, they watched the tree's low, drooping 
branches sway in the wind peacefully, creating a sort of falling 
canopy around them. 

Jellal closed his eyes, calmness rushing through him. He'd have to 
thank Meredy for this perfect afternoon with Erza. She'd cunningly 
planned a picnic for the two of them, not bothering to tell him about 
it until the last minute. She had shown up in his room, her pink 
ponytail bouncing from side to side at the back of her head as she 
jumped up and down on the spot, squealing about how she __may_ just 
have told a certain armour mage that Jellal would meet her at the top 
of the Great Willow hill in the outskirts of Magnolia. At first, he 
was sceptical, squinting at her in suspicion, but she had laughed 
cheerily, shoving a woven picnic basket into his arms before pulling 
him to his feet and fixing his hair with precise fingers. Meredy then 
ushered him out of their small guild, waving encouragingly before 
proceeding to slam the door behind him. Before he knew it, he was 
stood at the top of Great Willow hill staring at none other than Erza 
Scarlet . 

"What are you thinking about?" a gentle voice said, snapping him out 
of his reverie. 

Jellal glanced down to see Erza looking up at him, her brown eyes 
watching him closely. "Oh, erra€ | nothing . " He said, rubbing the back 
of his neck and looking away quickly, unable to keep up with the 
intensity of her stare. "I was just thinking about how great this 
afternoon has been." 

The red haired mage hummed in contentment, leaning closer to him and 
placing a slender hand on his chest. "I agree." Tracing patterns 
against his shirt, her voice grew quiet as she softly murmured, "I 
didn't know how long it would be until I'd get to see you 
again . " 

"Time is never on our side, is it?" he replied, a bitter laugh 
escaping his lips as he stroked her hair. 

"It doesn't help that I'm an impatient person." 



Jellal arched a brow. "You? Impatient? Are you sure about that?" 


She laughed musically, pulling back to raise her eyebrows at him. 
"Well, you _obviously_ haven't seen me queuing up in the bakery, have 
you? " 

"I admit, I haven't." he grinned, leaning back on his elbows and 
cocking his head to the side to get a better look at her. She was so 
radiant against the sunset, her hair melding into the sky's crimson 
colours and her eyes half-lidded as she locked her gaze with 
his . 

She tilted herself forward, close enough to him now that their noses 
were almost touching and her soft hair tickled his cheek. "And as an 
impatient personae | " she murmured softly, "Waiting for you was the 
hardest thing I've ever had to do." 

She shut her eyes, one hand balanced on his shoulder as the other 
pressed against his chest. She edged closer and closer to him as he 
watched her with widening brown eyes. 

It was happening againa€ | and this was his chance to finally confess 
his feelings to her. He didn't need to _say_ anything. All his 
fervent thoughts would speak for themselves if he kissed her 
nowa€ | yepa€ | if he just _kissed her now._ 

His heart pounding as if it was about to jump out of his chest at any 
moment and he wondered whether she could feel it racing underneath 
her palm too. He was very aware of her hands on him and her soft 
breath hitting his cheek and _dammit, why wasn't he kissing 
her ?_ 

"Er-Erzaa€ | " he whispered, leaning back further and swallowing 
hard . 

Oblivious to his body shifting, Erza toppled over him, suddenly 
gasping as they both rolled down the hill together, arms clutching 
each other. The grass tickled their skin as they reached steady 
ground with Jellal pinning Erza down, their gazes locked. 

Her hair was fanned out under her like stray ribbons, clashing 
brightly against the green grass as she stroked his cheek 
affectionately. His skin heated up with just the touch of her 
fingers . 

She smiled up at him through half-lidded eyes, a light blush 
colouring her cheeks. "Wella€ | isn ' t this familiar?" 

Jellal blinked at her. His eyebrows furrowed. He blinked at her 
again. "You're righta€ | " he muttered, removing himself from on top of 
her and sitting back dazedly. "This is familiar... a little _too_ 
familiar . " 

Realisation hitting him like a tonne of bricks, Jellal sighed 
heavily, looking up to the sky with a weary expression etched onto 
his face. "Midnight? _Midnight? he yelled, tipping his head back 
and groaning in annoyance. "_MACBETH_? ! " 

"Oooh, you know it's serious when he calls you _Macbeth_. " A familiar 
voice echoed through him, causing him to run a hand down his face 



tiredly. _Damn his guild. _ 

All at once, the scene faded away. The glorious sunset, the willow 
tree, the greenery and the scarlet haired woman lying in front of him 
all disappeared and instead formed the small guild hall of Crime 
Sorciere . 

Jellal scanned the room, pausing at each and every face of his fellow 
guild members before he closed his eyes, unable to look at their smug 
expressions for any longer. He sighed in a feeble attempt to calm 
himself down, except his breath came out uneven and disgruntled. 
"Exactly __what_ is going on here?!" 

Sawyer was the first to speak, his sneer taking up almost as much 
room on his face as his nose as he flung another handful of popcorn 
into his mouth. "Aw, come on, Jellal. You spoiled the fun! It was 
_just_ getting to the good part!" 

Meanwhile, beside him was Richard, his eyes gleaming with tears of 
joy as he rambled on about 'childhood sweethearts' and 'long lasting 
love'. Jellal cringed at the sight, wishing for the first time in his 
life that he could swap his heavenly body magic for _something that 
would get him the hell out of here as fast as humanly 
possible ._ 

"That was pathetic, Jellal." A shrill voice said, and turning his 
gaze towards the source of that voice, his eyes met a blend of white 
hair and lots of feathers. Sorano rolled her eyes at him, making an 
irritated sound. "Tch. She was leaning into you and you moved away. 

Do you know _anything_ at all about women?" 

Meredy sighed. "See what I mean? _This_ is why we need to practice 
and get it right before the real thing happens." 

At her words, everyone hummed in agreement, nodding at Meredy like 
she'd just spoken true words of wisdom. He was surely losing his 
minda€|this was _not_ happening. 

"What?" Jellal demanded, resting a hand against his face and sighing 
defeatedly. "That whole afternoon was just an illusion, wasn't it? 

One of yours, I'm presuming, Macbeth?" 

Macbeth ignored the accusing glare, nodding with pride. "You seemed 
satisfied enough. Was it to your liking, Jellal?" 

"I ATE THAT FOOD, MACBETH." 

"You almost kissed an imaginary woman too." Meredy giggled, her 
cheeks flushing pink as she struggled to stifle a laugh. 

Sorano rolled her eyes. "He could have gotten a lot more than a kiss 
if we went with what _I _was suggesting." 

"I don't even want to know-" 

"Yeah! Oh Jellal, Juvia told me how Erza has this _seduction 
armour... Meredy chipped in, her hands coming together in an 
excited clap as she winked at him. 


Jellal spurted everywhere, bright in the face. 



"Wh-wh-WHAT?" 


"Please, he ain't getting anywhere near that thing if he continues on 
like this." Erik threw a lazy arm around Jellal's shoulders, 
chuckling darkly. "Well? When you gonna grow some balls and tell her 
how you feel, Jellal? You ain't gettin' any younger." 

"I-I don't need any of you interfering-" 

"'Course you do." Sawyer drawled, shaking his head at the blue haired 
mage with feigned disappointment. "Oh JellalaC i what we gonna do with 
you, huh? Mac, show him the recording of the picnic illusion." 

"YOU RECORDED IT? HOW DID YOU EVEN MANAGE TO-" 

"Hey, stop complaining." Sorano shot a stern glare in his direction. 
"Just be glad we didn't go with my idea in the end. .. otherwise, we 
could all be watching a very _different_ recording together which I 
don't think either you or Erza would appreciate." 

"Think of this like a class, Jellal." The pink haired mage laughed, 
smiling fondly at him. "A class on how to get the girl, who in this 
case, is of course Erza Scarlet. We need to analyse where you went 
wrong so when the moment comes up again, you don't screw up like you 
did just before the Grand Magic Games." 

Sorano clicked her tongue. "Imaginary fiancAOe, remember? Needless to 
say, you're failing this class miserably." 

"OkayaC | " Meredy pulled out a notepad from inside her cloak, clicking 
the pen and looking to her fellow guild members expectantly. 

"Soa€|any suggestions as to why he's _still_ rejecting her when we 
all know he really loves her? Erik, you first. What do you 
think?" 

"I think his balls are as blue as his hair." 

"Noted." Meredy replied, jotting something down despite Jellal's 
raging protests. "Any other reasons?" 

The guild erupted in suggestions as Jellal threw his head in his 
hands, sighing heavily. Maybe his atonement was being stuck with a 
guild that loved to embarrass him to no end. 


2. A New Place to Stay 

**A/N: This is _kind of_ like a continuation from the last fic! 
During the time skip, Erza was in contact with Crime Sorciere and I 
like to think that she stayed with them for the year...** 

**Quick thank you for all your comments and love! I appreciate it a 
lot. Take care and enjoy the story, guys!** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Tit le : A New Place to Stay<strong> 

><strong>Rat ing : T for language<br>Summary : Erza Scarlet finds a home 
in Crime Sorciere.** 



><p><em>"She took a step and didn't want to take any more, but she 
did." - Markus Zusak<em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><span><strong>A New Place to Stay<strong> 

The path she walked along was a lonely one. She'd gotten so used to 
her friends' company whilst travelling, it was almost strange to be 
heading somewhere without them following behind. 

Erza Scarlet wandered down the road aimlessly, one hand clutching a 
yellow note whilst her other hand pulled along an overflowing luggage 
cart. It should be around here somewherea€ | 

She knew it wouldn't be easy to find Crime Sorciere. After all, the 
guild belonged to a group of escaped convicts who liked to play hide 
and seek with the justice system. As a result, they tended to 
relocate very often. 

Pausing in her tracks, the scarlet haired mage sighed heavily, 
opening the note for what must be the fiftieth time now and scanning 
it thoroughly. She was fortunate enough to gain _some_ information on 
Crime Sorciere ' s current location through one of Juvia and Meredy's 
acquaintances, though this stroke of luck didn't seem to be working 
in her favour. 

She squinted at the scrawled writing, her blood boiling with 
impatience. Did it read 'at the _gate ' _or 'at the _lake__' ? This 
handwriting was atrocious. Absentmindedly , she made a mental note to 
herself. If she ever ran into that informant again, they would surely 
feel the wrath of her purgatory armour for making this a thousand 
times more difficult than it already was. Scrunching up the note in 
defeat, Erza continued along her course, just hoping against hope 
that either a lake or gate would make its way into her line of vision 
eventually . 

It was another cloudless day, the sun shining high in the sky and 
showering her skin with warmth. Dotted all around her were trees 
bearing bright green leaves, casting shadows on the path in bizarre 
shapes and sizes. On any other day, she would have truly enjoyed this 
great weather. But not today. 

Fairy Tail had disbanded. The idea seemed ridiculous, yet it was 
true. All her friends, her family, were going their separate ways and 
she was left drifting around Fiore alone like a ghost. When Master 
Makarov had announced the news, the first thing Erza had felt was 
shock. Next, as she stood outside Fairy Hills with all her luggage 
towering above her like a skyscraper, she wondered whether the 
feeling in the pit of her stomach was sadness or emptiness as 
realisation dawned on hera€ | 

She had nowhere else to go. There was no other place in this world 
that she could truly call home and that thought scared her like no 
opponent she'd faced had ever done so before. 

Scrunching up her eyes, Erza could make out something in the 
distancea€ | something blue and glimmering. It had to be a lake. It 



_had_ to. She'd show mercy to the informant if it wasa€ i just for 
Mavis' sake, _please let it be a lake._ 

Her heart hammering against her chest in anticipation, she tugged her 
luggage towards the stretch of blue only to catch something in the 
corner of her eye. She turned to the side, peeking through the shroud 
of trees. 

There was a small building hidden behind the woods, seemingly marked 
with a very familiar looking symbol. She could just about make out 
the guild emblem and a surge of relief rushed through her. 

_Finally 

As she made her way towards what could potentially be her new guild, 
Erza's thoughts bumped into her old guild mates with a certain 
reminiscence, their smiles flashing in her mind like a filmstrip from 
an old movie. A certain pink haired boy tackling an ice mage to the 
ground, a flying cat nibbling on a fish, a blonde girl laughing with 
gleea€ | a faint smile on her lips, she wondered what they were all 
doing right now. 

She neared towards the guild doors, her mind a bundle of nerves as 
she slowly reached for the door handle. Even from outside, she could 
hear them all laughing and talking loudly. One voice stood out from 
the rest though. A voice as familiar as a distant call from home. A 
warm smile graced her features as she pushed the guild doors open. 

She was confident in her decision. She had to be. 

The guild hall was small but so was the guild itself. The walls were 
painted a light blue, all bare aside from one sporting a bulletin 
board with a diagram of all the known dark guilds in Fiore. At the 

far end of the hall was a small snack bar where Meredy stood, her 

head tilted to the side and bewilderment etched onto her pretty face. 
The other six members were scattered around the room, some perched on 
bar stools and some sat around tables, though all eyes were on her 
now . 

Naturally, her own eyes searched for a shock of blue hair first and 

before she knew it, her seeking gaze had locked with his steady one. 

It had been a while since she had seen that familiar face of his: red 
tattoo etched above and below his right eye, blue hair falling into 
his eyes framing his handsome face, lips tugging up at the side in a 
half smirka€|it hit her all too suddenly; she had missed 
him . 

"Erzaa€ | " 

"It's been a while, Jellal." 

And it truly had been. The last time she had heard his voice was just 
after Tartaros had been defeated. As she had stood by the river's 
edge and contemplated her current situation, her mind reliving the 
memories over and over again like a reoccurring nightmare, he had 
told her not to stray from the path of light. Lifting her gaze to 
search for the source of the voice, she had seen him make his way 
over to a group of cloaked figures who all looked very f amiliara€ | the 
Oracion Seis. She had smiled at the sight, hope illuminating her 
thoughts. He was now walking the path of light and so would she. 


The blue haired man's face broke out in a warm smile as he slowly 



rose to his feet. "It's great to see you-" he said, before blinking 
at her, eyebrows furrowed in confusion. He whipped his head towards 
Macbeth, glaring at him suspiciously. "MacbethaC i " 

The mage previously known as Midnight rolled his eyes at Jellal, a 
small smile creeping on his lips. "Not an illusion. Not this time. 


"Holy crap." Sawyer said, dumbfounded. "It's really 
hera€ | " 

Meanwhile, Erik chuckled smugly to himself, his arms folded behind 
his head as he tipped himself back on his chair. "I thought I heard 
her approaching. Guess I was right." 

"And it didn't occur to you to mention this?" a sharp voice hissed, 
smacking him over the head angrily. 

"Oi ! Sorano ! Keep your hands to yourself, would ya ! " 

"YOU _KNOW_ HE'S NOT READY YET." 

"Do not fight!" Richard bellowed, fresh tears streaming down his face 
as he brought his hands together in a pleading gesture. "This is an 
occasion of love to celebrate, not tarnish with your silly 
fighting ! " 

Erza arched a brow, dragging her luggage cart in behind her and 
glancing at the two mages arguing curiously. "Ready for 
what ? " 

Jellal shot the pair a murderous glare that screamed 'shut up now or 
I will kick both your asses to the heavens and back'. Sometimes, he 
wondered if his guild mates purposely made a daily effort to 
embarrass him. It honestly wouldn't surprise him anymore, what with 
all the lectures on how to handle his love life, since he, 
apparently, had no idea what he was doing. 

Laughing lightly, he made his way over to the scarlet haired mage, 
arms folded and eyebrows raised at the overflowing luggage she was 
pulling in with her. "My, mya€ | you ' re not just here to pay a visit, 
are you?" 

Erza sighed, hiding behind a curtain of crimson hair. "Fairy Tail has 
disbanded." she said softly, her voice still tinged with disbelief at 
the thought of something like that actually happening. "The guild was 
my home. I-I realised I don't have any other place which I can call 
home." She flicked her gaze up to his to see gentle brown eyes and a 
light blush dusted her cheeks as she smiled faintly at him. "But then 
I remembered there was you, after all." 

Jellal 's face softened, his voice barely a whisper as he placed a 
comforting hand on her shoulder. "In that case, why don't you stay 
with us for a while?" 

"WHY DON'T YOU STAY WITH US FOREVER?" a bright voice chirped as 
Meredy sprung into view, all pink hair and giggles. 

Erza laughed as Meredy threw herself into her arms, hugging the 
armour mage tightly and practically squeezing the last bundle of 



nerves out of her. 


As Meredy pulled away, Erza felt a warm hand on her shoulder. Jellal 
wrapped an arm around her, pulling her closer to him and bringing his 
mouth close to her ear to whisper. "I don't believe you've properly 
met the rest of our guilda€|" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The bedroom wasn't very spacious but she didn't mind. Though it 
took her a while to haul all her luggage in with the help of Richard 
and Meredy, she was already beginning to take a liking to this new 
guild. Of course, it would never replace Fairy Taila€|but she could 
see herself turning this place into one with fond memories too. After 
all, Jellal was with her.<p> 

As she unzipped another suitcase and tipped the contents out onto her 
bed, she heard a soft rap on the door. 

Jellal Fernandes stood leaning into the doorframe, an amused smile 
playing on his lips as he folded his arms and regarded her with a 
curt nod. "Comfortable?" 

"Very. It's a lovely room." 

He edged closer to her, scratching his head and eyeing the space 
around them wearily. "I know it doesn't compare to your room back in 
Fairy Hills but-" 

"No, no." she flashed a warm smile in his direction, causing his 
heart to constrict in his chest at the sight. "I'm very grateful. 
Thank you, Jellal." 

"You know it's no problem at all." He murmured, and he couldn't help 
but return the smile she was giving him. 

Erza hummed in disapproval, chewing her lip uncertainly. "Hmma€|but 
what about you?" 

The guild was small, that was a well-known fact. With only four 
bedrooms to spare, it meant Meredy and Sorano had to share, as did 
Richard and Sawyer while Midnight slept on a floating carpet in the 
guild hall. Jellal and Erik had been the lucky ones this time round 
as they got their own bedrooms. However, they did have to listen to 
the continuous complaints of their other guild members so it wasn't 
all happy days. Meredy apparently talked very loudly in her sleep, 
Sorano was an early bird who liked to sing as she readied herself in 
the morning, Richard snored like 'a fucking banshee' and Sawyer had a 
terrible habit of sleep walking- more like sleep _running_ a€"around 
the room in the middle of the night. And because Jellal was 
practically the master of their guild _and_ because they felt he 
didn't suffer enough _already_, he had to listen to their endless 
rants about each other. Erik, on the other hand, was gifted but also 
cursed with impeccable hearing which led to him having no choice in 
the matter when it came to their never-ending ramblings. 

And now, due to Erza's arrival, Jellal had kindly given up his own 
room for her, much to the horror of Erik and the smugness of the 
other guild members who relished in the fact that he and Erik no 
longer had any extra benefits. 



"Don't worry about me." Jellal said indifferently. "I'll be shacking 
up with Erik for a while." 

"YOU'LL BE DOING WHAT NOW?!" an indignant roar came from the next 
room, startling them both. 

Erza watched the blue haired mage doubtfully, arching a brow and 
pressing her lips together. "Hmma€|he doesn't seem very excited about 
that . " 

Jellal rolled his eyes. "He doesn't mind. He's actually ecstatic 
about the whole thing." 

"_Right_a€ | as you say thena€ | " a light blush coloured her cheeks as 
she eyed him thoughtfully. "Though, you could always sleep here with 
me. I don't mind sharing a room with you and there's plenty of space 
for the two of us. It's the least I can do considering this __is_ your 
room. " 

"01, BLUE BALLS. KEEP YOUR PERVY FANTASIES TO YOURSELF. DID YOU 
FORGET I CAN HEAR YOUR THOUGHTS?" 

Jellal 's cheeks flamed like wildfire as he whipped his gaze away from 
hers, feeling the heat spread from his cheeks to his ears and neck. 
Angrily, he made a mental note to kick that nosy snake's ass once he 
left this room. "Err, I didn'ta€|I wasn't thinkinga€ | Erik just likes 
to irritate me." 

Erza raised a knowing eyebrow. "I seea€ | " 

"Well, I ' lla€ i erra€ i I ' 11 leave you to unpack the rest of your 
belongings." He quickly said, awkwardly rubbing the back of his neck 
and backing out of the doorway to escape and __throttle_ his so called 
comrade . 

Storming down the narrow hallway, Jellal clenched his fists in 
mounting fury, reaching out to knock down Erik's door whena€ | 

"I heard you coming." Erik sneered, swinging the door open and 
smirking darkly at the blue haired mage. 

Jellal grunted angrily, pushing Erik inside and clicking the door 
shut behind him before exploding at him. "ERIK, WHY THE FUCK...?" 

"I never took you as one to have such dirty thoughts, Jellal. You 
know, they say it ' s always the ones you least expect toa€ i " 

"I DIDN'T HAVE ANY SUCH THOUGHTS AND YOU KNOW IT. YOU'RE JUST GOING 
OUT OF YOUR WAY TO EMBARRASS ME IN FRONT OF ERZA." 

Erik made a disapproving noise, cocking his head to the side and 
grinning wolfishly. The best thing about being able to hear just 
about everything was for everyone to _know_ he could hear just about 
everything. That led to him being able to have a little fun of his 
own. A little white lie here, a little white lie therea€ | no one ever 
suspected a thing because hey, that was his talent: listening to 
other people's private thoughts. 


"Tch, like I ain't got nothin' better to do. And by the waya€ | not a 



chance in _hell_ I'm sharing a room with a sicko like youa€ i " 

Jellal scrunched up his fists in Erik's dark cloak as the other man's 
smile stretched even further across his face. "I swear. Cobra-" 

"I CAN HEAR YOU TOO." a clear voice rang out through the walls. 

The blue haired mage's grip loosened on Erik as he put his head in 
his hands, the colour draining from his face as he cursed quietly 
under his breath. 

Curse the thinness of the walls. 

Curse Erza just being in the next room. 

Curse this sly sharp toothed bastard- 

Erik laughed out loud, clapping Jellal on the back. "_Man,_ it's 
gonna be fun having her around." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : Anyone catch the Mulan reference? Hope you enjoyed 
reading this as much as I enjoyed writing it. Let me know what you 
think ! * * 


3. Remember Us? 

**A/N: So... I don't know about you guys but I've been wanting some 
more Jerza moments! And if they're not supplied in canon, it just 
means you gotta do what you gotta do: write them yourself xD 

><strong> 

**I'm not all too keen on this story... but I still hope the rest of 
you like it! Take care and enjoy~** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Tit le : Remember Us ?<br>Rat ing : T 
>Summary: Let's dance out in the open<strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>"I am afraid of the dark." she said.<em> 
><em> "I am your torch." he replied. <em> 

><em>- Michael Faudet<em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><spanXstrong>Remember Us ?<strong> 

"_Erzaa€ | freedom is not a thing that exists in this worldaC | 

The blue haired boy clutched her chin roughly, turning her face 
towards him and cocking his head to the side. "You came back to me, 
did you?" his tone was harsh, tinged with amusement as he smiled 
menacingly at her. "After I told you what would happen if you 
did?" 



Darkness consumed her, dread filling her bones, her mind, her very 
being . 

She was tied against a pillar, standing in something wet and warm. 

She didn't need to look down to know that she was stood in a pool of 
blood. Whether it was her own, she didn't know. All she knew was that 
her wrists stung as she struggled against the restraints and her 
right eye was bleeding, a trail of red running down her face, 
mirroring the crimson tattoo etched upon her captor's face. 

He was watching her. 

His hood was pulled low to cast a dark shadow over his face but she 
recognised him as quickly as anyone would recognise the man who 
haunted their thoughts. 

"Erzaa€ | " his voice was low, deeper. He had grown; this was the older 
Jellal. "You know what happens now, don't you?" 

Then she heard it. A single piercing scream filling the air around 
them, making her blood run cold. 

"_Please_. " she begged, her voice so small, so fragile. 

Another scream, followed by anothera€ i the sounds plagued her mind, 
playing over and over like a stuck record and she couldn't stop it. 
_She couldn't stop it._ 

Those screams didn't belong to her friends back at the tower. They 
belonged to Gray, Natsu, Lucy, Juviaa€|_and they wouldn't stopa€|_ 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>A screech ripped out of her own chest as she sat up abruptly, her 
heart racing and eyes flying open in fear.<p> 

"Erza, Erzaa€ | " a soft voice called out her name and lowering her 
gaze, she saw him. 

He was crouched in front of her, blue hair slightly dishevelled and 
his face creased with worry. She opened her mouth to scream again, 
only to see his gentle eyes on her. The same eyes that were hidden 
under the hood in the dream were filled with so much kindness and 
concern now. 

"It's alrighta€|" he whispered, setting a hand on her shoulder 
soothingly. "You're alright. It was just a dream." 

Erza sighed heavily, closing her eyes and placing her shaking hand on 
his as she waited for her heart to slow its pace. She was safe, 

Jellal was safe and her friends were all safe too. It was just a 
nightmare, that's all. Nothing more, nothing less. She'd had plenty 
in the past and would have plenty in the futurea€|but the point was 
that e_veryone was safe._ 

She smiled faintly at him, giving his hand a reassuring squeeze. 
"Seems like I woke you up with all my screaming. I'm sorry." 


"Don't be." Jellal murmured, reaching forward to tuck a lock of red 



hair behind her ear and letting his hand linger there. He knew the 
feeling all too well. Returning a weak smile of his own, he replied 
to her, "My dreams are often plagued with nightmares too." 

The blue haired mage was always being followed by ghosts of his past, 
during the day when he tried painstakingly to right his wrongs and 
during nights too where he'd wake up in cold sweats, heavy pants 
escaping his lips as he tried to calm himself down. He couldn't 
escape his own demons; he wasn't even sure he deserved to. 

Erza shifted over to the side of the bed, making room for him to sit 
too. Uncertainly, he perched beside her, his arm stretching across 
the headboard as he cleared his throat and fixed his gaze on the 
ground, because it was so much easier to keep his eyes trained on 
that lone sock on the floor than it was to face her. 

Truth be told, he was hesitant to ask her about her nightmare. 
Hesitant, and frankly, quite afraid as he knew there was a chance her 
answer would entail a side of himself he wished never existed. So he 
sat in silence, pressing his lips together and avoiding her gaze 
because maybe, if he kept quiet, he wouldn't be reminded that there 
was a time where he hurt Erza and treated her so cruelly. 

"Do you still have dreams about the tower?" she whispered to him and 
the mention of that God forsaken place sent a cold shiver shooting 
down his spine. 

His breath came out ragged and uneven as he chuckled bitterly. "I 
spent the majority of my life holed up in that towera€ | of course I 

do . " 

Silence filled the air like water rising in a tank, neither one of 
them swimming above the brim to speak. When he turned to her, she was 
looking away, her face hidden by a curtain of crimson hair. The 
question he didn't want to but _had_ to ask was lingering on the tip 
of his tongue but he tried swallowing it down; he didn't want to 
upset her further. 

"Was your dream about the tower?" he whispered, mentally cursing 
himself for not biting his tongue harder. _He doesn't want to know, 
he doesn't want to knowa€|_ 

She didn't reply but her silence said enough. 

"I see." 

His tone was one filled with pain, anyone could read that. Erza 
sighed, sifting her hand through her red hair and sweeping it to the 
side before turning to him with a dim smile gracing her features. She 
couldn't bear to see him like that, not over a silly dream. 
"JellalaC!" 

He stiffened when she reached for him, his face growing sad and his 
eyes unable to meet hers. Years later and he was still punishing 
himself. She couldn't even begin to imagine the self-hatred boiling 
inside of him. 

Her hands cupped his face, brushing back the blue strands falling 
into his eyes to trace the red engraving above and below his right 
eye with her gentle fingers. He resisted, turning his face away from 



her touch and shaking free of her grasp but she persevered, stroking 
his cheek affectionately and inviting him to look her in the eye, 
though with no prevail. 

She knew the past was in the past. She worked hard to leave it there, 
to strive for better things in the future. But seeing Jellal like 
thisa€|as broken as a wingless birda€ | it hurt her. 

So she decided to try another approach. 

"Jellal?" she said, a smile apparent in her voice. "Do you remember 
the time Milliana found a stray kitten wandering about? What did she 
call it? Mittens, was it?" 

The blue haired mage removed her hand from his face, holding it 
loosely in his own before hesitantly replying in a quiet voice, "Mr. 
Mittens the kitten." 

Erza's face softened. "Yes, that's it! Do you remember how we'd all 
save bits of our food to feed Mr. Mittens? How Milliana' s face would 
light up because she was just _so_ happy?" 

"Erzaa€|that isn't going to work." 

She ignored him, letting all the good memories flood her mind. The 
Tower of Heaven was one filled with sadness, yes. But she had also 
made friends therea€ | she had met _him_ there, after all. And it was 
there he gave her the name ' Scarlet ' , it was there she turned that 
anger and sorrow into strength, and it was there she discovered the 
magic lurking deep inside of her. 

"What about that old song Simon's mother used to sing to 
him? " 

Hearing her laugh, Jellal turned to look at her, eyes roving over her 
features, unable to understand how she could do that. How was she 
able to smile at him so _brightly _after all he had done to her? 

He wasn't like her. He couldn't be as optimistic as her knowing full 
well of his sins from the past. 

But somehow, she had a way of making him forget all that. 

He held her gaze as she continued on, mesmerised by her animated way 
of storytelling, watching as her brown eyes lit up with childlike 
amusement. "I remember none of us could get you to shut up for at 
least a week once he taught us that song! Who knew you had such a 
knack for singing, hmm? Do you remember how it went?" 

"Erzaa€ | " 

The armour mage continued on, ignoring his pleas as she closed her 
eyes, swaying lightly from side to side and humming in contentment, 
just lost in her own little world. "_Up where the birds flya€|free 
from their troublesa€ | 

She raised her eyebrows at him expectantly, encouraging him to 
continue. She knew he hadn't forgotten the lyrics, there was _no way_ 
he could. As children, they'd belt out the words at the top of their 
voices, usually getting a nasty scolding from the guards afterwards 



but in that moment of sing-song, it was all so pure and 
untainted . 

But when she studied his face, he looked lost, like a little boy away 
from home for much too long. 

Erza smiled once more, leaning forward to prod him playfully in the 
chest. "Oh! How about the time Grandpa Rob taught us how to dance? 
Remember how Sho and Wally were making such a fuss because they were 
left to dance with each other?" 

Nothing . 

She pressed on unswervingly. "Milliana was with Simon and Ia€|well, I 
was with you . " 

The expression he wore on his face was a pained one as memories of 
their younger selves flooded his mind, his hand softly clutching 
Erza's as they swung each other round and round, neither of them 
really knowing what the hell they were doing, just knowing that it 
was fun. Now, times were different; they were different. "Erza, you 
don't have to do this." 

But of course, she did. She was the almighty Titania, after all, and 
the almighty Titania never gave up. 

Erza laced her fingers with his, beaming radiantly as she got to her 
feet and dragged him along with her, despite his reluctance. "Do 
what? Won't you dance with me, Jellal?" 

She stood him up in front of her, placing one of his hands on her 
waist and taking the other in her own as she smiled up at him. He 
stood rigidly against her, eyes travelling from one place to another 
but never resting on her. 

She slowly began swaying from side to side, her grasp on his hand 
tightening as she took a step back, swinging him with her. His breath 
hitched at her sudden movement, a flicker of a distant memory shaping 
in his mind of being swung _round and round. . ._but he said nothing, 
just let her guide them through the next steps. 

"I remember how we both always wanted to take the lead." she mused, 
laughing lightly into his chest. 

Her comment coaxed a soft chuckle out of him as he imagined their 
younger selves briefly arguing about which dance moves to start with 
before he'd eventually give in to her with a roll of his eyes. 

Even now, naturally, he began to relax against her, his body easing 
into the sway of her own as they moved to the sound of nothing but 
their own laughter. 

He wasn't like her, no. But damn it all, if being with her didn't 
make him want to move past all the bad moments and walk out into the 
sunlight with her by his side. 

"FunnyaC | I always remember _you_ taking the lead regardless..." 

"Ah! That was because you lacked the spirit!" she teased, her heart 
skipping a beat at the reappearance of that smile she so dearly 



loved . 


Jellal gripped her more firmly, pulling her closer to him. "I didn't 
mind." He murmured softly, letting their eyes meet once more, her 
amused gaze locking with his steady one before he twirled her around, 
dipping her so that her hair cascaded down her back in red ribbons. 
"a€|as long as it was you I was dancing with." 

A light blush coloured her cheeks and she felt her skin grow warm 
with the intensity of his stare, as if bathed by gentle sunlight. His 
own breathing became shallow as they straightened up, entangled in 
each other's embrace and no longer dancing, but just floating, 
overcome with the sense that they were the only two people in the 
room, the _world, _even. 

Lacing her arms around him, she toyed with the blue hair at the nape 
of his neck and Jellal stared at her, his face earnest as he tilted 
his head down to rest his forehead against hers. 

"I remember it all." he whispered, his soft breath tingling her 
cheek. "_0f course_, I remember it all. I remember the first time I 
saw you: small, kind eyes, your scarlet haira€ i easily the brightest 
thing in the room along with your smile. I remember playing games, 
singing, dancing, laughing, cryingaC | I remember it _all,__ Erza." 

She closed her eyes, a gentle smile spreading across her face, like 
sunshine over a flower. 

Jellal laughed and in that moment, she could have sworn the sound was 
like music to her ears. "That's not all though. Erza, do you remember 
when-" 

A gruff voice interrupted him, tinged with patent fury. A voice 
belonging to a sly, sharp-toothed, nosy snake of a person who 
probably heard every single thing uttered from their mouthsa€ | 

"01! WOULD YA KEEP IT DOWN? FUCKING BLUE BALLS WITH HIS FUCKING 
LONGASS BORING STORIES. THIS AIN'T THE TIME TO GO SKIPPIN' DOWN 
MEMORY LANE, YOU JACKASS!" 

Great. _Just great. _ Another perfect moment with Erza ruined by that 
sleazy asshole. Somehow, he couldn't shake off the eerie feeling that 
Erik had intervened at that precise moment purposely just to irritate 
him... so, the usual. 

Or maybe he had just woken up on the wrong side of his _cage_ 
today . 

Either way, one thing Jellal was certain of? Asshole confirmed. 

The pair pulled away, Erza's hands against his chest and their eyes 
wide in shock as they stared at each other incredulously. The red 
haired mage bit her lip in attempts to stifle the laugh that was 
threatening to slip out while the other mage reddened and rolled his 
eyes in distaste. "Here we goa€ | " Jellal muttered, already knowing 
what was coming next . 

"YOU'RE DISTURBING MY BEAUTY SLEEP!" 


"SORANO, YOU'RE NO BETTER, YELLING LIKE THAT! BEAUTY SLEEP, HUH? WHAT 



HAPPENS TO THAT CONCEPT WHEN YOU'RE UP AT SIX IN THE MORNING CACKLING 
LIKE A WITCH?" a sharp voice belonging to a particular pink haired 
mage yelled indignantly. 

"IT'S NOT CACKLING! IT'S _SINGING._ SOMETHING YOU'RE TOO STUPID TO 
APPRECIATE ! " 

"I WEAR EARMUFFS FOR A REASON, YOU KNOW!" 

Silence filled the guild as Erza laughed, tilting her head to one 
side thoughtfully. The bickering reminded her of a certain guild she 
knew all too well. Of course, back in Fairy Tail, no argument was 
settled without there being at least _one_ physical fighta€|she 
missed beating up her fellow guild mates. Perhaps it was still a 
_little_ too early to show such enthusiasm here. "Is it 
over? " 

Jellal raised an eyebrow, holding up one finger and 
wait inga€ | 

Suddenly, snores that could honestly only result from some sort of 
sleeping wildebeest arose out of nowhere and Erza arched a brow. "Is 
that Richard? Mavis, and I thought Natsu's snores were loudaC | " 

"OH MY FUCKINGaC | DO YOU GUYS HEAR THIS? ERIK, I KNOW _YOU_ CAN AT 
LEAST HEAR HIM. HE'S SNORING THROUGH ALL THIS CRAP? I DEMAND A ROOM 
SWAP, PRONTO!" Sawyer snapped. 

"_Now _it ' s over." said Jellal, his mouth quirking up in a handsome 

grin. Would he ever catch a break from this impeding 

nonsense? 

Sometimes, he wondered what his life would be like if the previously 
known Oracion Seis never joined his guildaC | maybe it'd be easier but 
it'd also be a whole lot less entertaining. 

In the guild hall, Macbeth didn't stir at all. Serenely, he floated 
up and down on his carpet, enjoying his sleep just like any mage 
should. There was a reason he slept separately from the rest of them, 
after all . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : Because for some reason, I enjoy Crime Sorciere 
totally cockblocking Jellal and Erza. Hmm . . . they ' 11 be together one 
day, I just know it!** 


4 . Grow Old With Me 


**A/N: I've been really into Jerza lately because of the latest 
chapters so HERE! Have another story. This story is different to the 
others I've posted in this collection but I still hope you enjoy 
it.** 


**I hope I've set it out in a way that's not confusing. This story 
has aspects with the present day and memories too, just a heads 
up ! ** 

**Also, I'd like to say a special thanks to _everyone_ that has been 



leaving reviews! You're all so lovely, ahhh ! Thank you so much!** 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Title : Grow Old With Me<br>Rat ing : K+ 

>Summary: A beautiful reminiscence of how we used to be.<strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>"We were two old souls since time began ... before light was 
measured in years . " - Lang Leav<em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><span><strong>Grow Old With Me<strong> 

The old man hobbled down the street gradually, having long since 
forgotten what it felt like to have joints that didn't ache with each 
and every step. Over the years, his bones had grown weak and his back 
had become slightly hunched but it wasn't _all _bad. He was still 
able to get around Magnolia to carry out errands and visit his 
grandchildren. Not to mention, he still had a full tangle of blue 
hair, even if it was peppered grey now. 

As he shuffled into the bakery, both hands tucked into the pockets of 
his green coat, the smell of fresh pastries filled the air, coaxing a 
smile across his lips. 

A pudgy man wearing a white apron and a big grin on his face waved 
from behind the counter, laughing heartily. "Ah, Mr. Fernandes! Right 
on time ! " 

"Good morning, Akio." Jellal Fernandes replied, giving the baker's 
hand an amiable shake before slipping his hand back into the warmth 
of his pocket. 

"I had a feeling you'd be paying me a visit today." Akio said, 
wiggling his eyebrows knowingly. "And don't you worry, I baked a 
fresh strawberry cake earlier just for you!" 

Jellal chuckled. "It seems I've stopped by this little place so 
often, even you remember how it's mine and Erza's anniversary 
today . " 

The baker chortled some more, his cheeks reddening as he placed both 
hands on his hips. "But of course! Your wife would have killed me a 
long time ago if I'd ever forgotten her anniversary." 

Jellal 's lips tugged up in a fond smile, his brown eyes crinkling as 
his thoughts drifted back to the requip mage in her younger days: 
fiery red hair, calm composure, adorning a death glare that could 
send anyone running towards the hills. "That sounds like something 
she ' d do . " 

The baker laughed again before holding up a finger and disappearing 
out back only to return with a white square-shaped box. He lifted up 
the lid, peering up at Jellal with eager eyes, waiting for the old 
man's approval. 

The cake was quite small and round, topped with fresh cream and plump 



strawberries which were dotted in a circle. In the centre of the 
cake, 'Happy Anniversary' was written in a loopy red, much like the 
colour of his wife's hair and the engraving above and below his right 
eye . 

Jellal's wizened face broke out into a warm smile as he dug around in 
his pocket for the correct amount of money. "It looks lovely, Akio. 
You know, she loves strawberries. Now that I recall, she loves just 
about anything sweet . " 

Although Jellal was generally quiet and reserved, he could ramble on 
just like the old man he was when it came to talking about Erza. The 
wrinkles etched into his face told of long journeys: the lines 
outlining his eyes telling stories of laughter, tender smiles and 
affection whilst his forehead told tales of fears and worries he 
faced in the past. He had lived an incredible life so far but his 
favourite stories to tell his grandchildren all revolved around the 
scarlet haired woman he married. They dripped off his tongue with 
ease and every memory with her was laced with a certain warmth and 
happiness he'd feel whenever he delved into reminiscence of their 
time together. 

"Thank you, Akio. I'll see you soon." he told the baker, placing the 
money on the counter and reaching out for the cake box with steady 
hands . 

"You take care of yourself. Okay, Mr. Fernandes?" 

Jellal turned around, lifting a hand in goodbye. "Of course." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She was standing in the kitchen, her hair tied up and a big smile 
plastered to her face. A blue apron hugged her body and her cheeks 
were powdered with white flour. <p> 

"You're back!" she beamed brightly at him, rushing to throw her arms 
around his neck and to plant a soft kiss on his cheek. 

"And you've been _baking._" he raised a brow as she laughed 
musically, brushing the flour off his cheek. 

Erza hummed in contentment, ushering him to the kitchen table to sit 
down. "It's our first year anniversary, after all. It's special so I 
decided to try to bake a strawberry cake by myself!" 

"This should be interesting." he murmured, though the smile was 
already stretching across his lips. 

The armour mage smacked him lightly on the head, muttering about 
'hard work', 'ungratefulness' and 'the best strawberries in the whole 
of Magnolia' before turning on her heel and heading back to the 
kitchen counter where a small cake was neatly decorated with red 
strawberries and blue icing. 

She held the cake out to him from across the room, stars in her eyes 
and a twinkle to her smile. "See? It turned out _perfectly._ And of 
course it did! I hand-picked these strawberries from the Magnolia 
valleys all by myselfa€|" 



One step, twoa€ i and by the third, the cake went flying out of her 
grasp, toppling to the floor with a loud splat. 

Silence filled the room as they both just stared at the remains of 
the once perfect cake topped _with handpicked strawberries from the 
valleys of Magnolia. _ This was a catastrophe, alright. 

Erza's hands flew to her mouth as she squeaked, almost as if in pain. 
"No! MY GLORIOUS STRAWBERRY CAKE!" 

Jellal's eyes widened as his eyes darted back and forth between the 
scarlet haired woman and the crushed cake. For a second, he wondered 
what would happen. It was one thing for someone like Gray or Natsu to 
destroy her cakea€ | of course, they'd immediately receive an ass 
whooping, no doubt about it. 

But what happened when Erza destroyed her own cake? 

The armour mage's face crumpled and Jellal jumped out of his chair, 
quickly wrapping his arms around her and resting his chin atop her 
head. "Hey, it's alrighta€ | it was just a cake. We can get another 
from the bakery if that's what you'd like." 

"_Just_ a cake? It wasn't an ordinary cake! I handpicked those 
strawberries froma€ | froma€ | " 

"The valleys of Magnolia, I know." he said, amusement apparent in his 
voice . 

"I hope that's not laughter you're stifling." 

"What? _No_, of course not, Erza." 

They stayed like that for a while, fitting in each other's embrace 
like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, content with the silence surrounding 
them before Erza finally sighed into his chest. "a€|can we go get a 
cake from the bakery?" 

The blue haired mage chuckled fondly, stroking her hair. 

" Ak i o ' s ? " 

"Yes, let's go to Akio's." 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>The bell rang lightly in his ears as he walked into the shop 
filled with rows and rows of flowers. A rainbow of colours and a 
blend of exotic smells greeted him as he set the cake box on the 
counter and swiped a trembling hand across his forehead. He really 
<em>was<em> getting too old for all this lifting. 

"Oh, hi!" a small woman organising a bouquet of pink roses beamed at 
him. "Ah, don't tell mea€ | you called earlier today, didn't you? Err, 
red lilies, right?" 

Older Jellal nodded. 

"Got it . One sec ! " 

Moments later, she emerged holding a bouquet of blazing red lilies 



dotted with a meld of blue and yellow. Jellal took them into his 
shaky arms, brushing his fingers against the silky petals, lost in 
another memory. "You knowa€ | " he said, a smile playing on his lips, 
"Her hair was once the exact same shade as these lilies. Of course, 
many years have passed since then." 

"Oh yeah?" the lady returned the smile, taking the money from him and 
propping her elbows on the counter. "Well, in that case, I'm sure 
she'll love them." 

"I'm sure she will. Thank you." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She was stood in front of the mirror, holding a lock of hair in 
her grasp and sighing heavily. <p> 

"What's wrong?" Jellal asked, leaning into the doorframe with his 
arms lazily crossed against his chest. 

The scarlet haired mage picked out a single strand of hair, glaring 
threateningly at it. "I found a grey hair." 

"Oh?" 

"Yes, it seems so." she sighed once more, letting the hair fall back 
into place before turning to her husband with a frown etched onto her 
pretty face. "I'm getting __old._" 

Jellal raised an eyebrow at her, a playful gleam glinting in his eyes 
as the corner of his mouth tugged up in a grin. "Does this mean I 
can't say 'it was the colour of your hair' anymore?" 

Erza folded her arms, flashing a glare in his direction. 

He walked over to stand behind her, pressing a kiss to the top of her 
head before running his hands through ribbons of red hair, his 
fingers finding that single grey hair contrasting dully against the 
rest. "Your hair may have been red when we first met and it may have 
been red on our wedding day. It was even red all those wonderful 
years after tooa€|but for it to be turning grey?" he rested his chin 
on her shoulder, his breath softly tingling her cheek, "That just 
shows we're growing old _together, _doesn't it?" 

He laced his arms around her waist as she tilted her face slightly to 
get a better look at him, a radiant smile gracing her 
features . 

"Soa€ | grow old with me." 

"I will." she replied softly. 

"Oh, I was talking to the rest of your hair." 

"_What ? 

"Because you _could_ argue the rest of your hair is still young 
compared to that one strand of grey-" 


"Just wait for the day you start balding, Jellala€|" 



Jellal laughed amusedly. "That's not going to happen." 

And it didn't. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>The cake box and bouquet of red lilies clutched firmly in his 
arms, the older Jellal Fernandes made his way along the paths of 
Magnolia . <p> 

He couldn't wait to take these gifts to Erza. 

At the thought, his lips stretched into a faint smile, though the 
smile didn't quite reach his eyes. 

There was something about the way he smiled. It was happy but tinged 
with a certain sadness. 

Jellal sighed, slowly bending down to put the box and flowers on the 
ground before crouching down himself. It would take him a long while 
to get back up but he knew he'd be staying here for a considerable 
amount of time now. 

It was the fourth wedding anniversary of theirs she had missed. 

The smile that had been present at the corners of his lips faded 
away . 

His wrinkled face crumpled as his calloused hand ran lightly along 
the edge of her gravestone, a soft whimper escaping his 
lips . 

Slowly, he laid the lilies around her grave, scattering them around 
so that they burned brightly like flames against the colour of the 
soil . 

The flowers were cut at the stem. They were no longer growing. They 
were living corpses, both alive and dead at the same time. He 
couldn't help but feel the same after her passing. Without her warm 
smile to wake up to every morning, without her laughter to fill their 
home, without her presence in his life, he was like a ghost wandering 
around the house alone. 

His memories of her both comforted and haunted him, sometimes filling 
him with warmth and other times, filling him with a hopeless and 
empty longing to have her beside him. 

Time betrayed him by taking his wife away from him and leaving him 
all alone. 

"Happy anniversary, my dear Erza Scarlet." he whispered. "I miss 
you . " 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><strong>AN : OKAY... well, that hurt to write. But it's a good kind 

of pain, right? They spent their whole lives together, after 

all.** 



**I promise the next one will be a happier story! Truth be told, this 
only happened because I just finished 'Clannad After Story' and felt 
the need to write something sad because damn, I feel a bit broken 
now. ** 


5. Threads of Violet 

**A/N: Hello friends! There was some confusion revolving my last 
story regarding the memories I chose to include. I purposely chose 
them because they related to what was happening in the present, hence 
why I couldn't add anything about Jerza children! .** 

* *HOWEVER . . . I really wanted to write something for you guys involving 
a Jerza baby! Here you go!** 

**Let me know what you think xD I really enjoyed writing this, it 
just kind of flowed from my fingers to Microsoft Word with a certain 
ease ! ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Tit le : Threads of Violet<br>Rat ing : T? Because bits of 
this could be classed as traumatising, depending on your opinion of 
childbirth xD 

>Summary: The Fernandes home would now be filled with the pitter 
patter of small foot steps . <strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>"Her hair was always covered with flowers and I swear you 
could almost see the sunrise from the corner of her eyes." - R.M. 
Drake<em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><spanXstrong>Threads of Violet<strong> 

It was strange carrying out a job alone after so many years of having 
Erza alongside him. The scrape of her luggage cart against the 
gravel, her musical laughter, irritated sighs whenever they ended up 
taking a wrong turna€ | they were all absent. Instead, it was quiet, no 
other sound asides from those of his own footsteps making their way 
along the path. 

He missed her presence. 

Erza was halfway through her ninth month of pregnancy. Of course, 
being Erza, she had still insisted of being perfectly capable of 
completing jobs, because not even a child growing inside of her could 
stop the mighty Titania from righting the wrongs of other 
people . 

That _was _until she entered the stage where she could no longer 
squeeze into any of her armours. A tender smile tugged on his lips as 
he recalled the disappointment etched onto her face the day she woke 
up, all excited for another job, only to find that her armour had 
betrayed her by being unable to stretch over the swell of her 
body . 



The sun was setting low into the distant hills now, the sky a 
glorious orange colour. Jellal trudged along the cobblestone path, 
exhausted after completing a solo mission and wanting nothing more 
than to collapse on his bed and sleep for the next century or 
so . 

But of course, that would mean missing the birth of his first child 
and that was one thing he absolutely couldn't afford to miss, for 
Erza's sake and for his own. 

As he switched shoulders to carry his rucksack on, he suddenly felt a 
searing pain in his front, knocking the breath out of him. Jellal 
fell to his knees, his face contorted in pain and confusion as his 
hands flew to his stomach which was now clenching and cramping with 
such intensity, he thought his insides would burst. 

What was this horrific pain? Where had it come from so suddenly? 

He felt tremors shoot up his spine as his back spasmed and the 
pressure building up in his lower half was almost too much to bear. 

It was as though he had been kicked in the balls a hundred times 
over, the pain was so intense, and for a brief moment, he worried 
that the name his guild mates had so fondly assigned him all those 
years ago, 'blue balls', may just become a reality because he was on 
the ground now, writhing in agony. 

This was his dest inya€ | this was how he'd leave this eartha€ | stranded 
in the middle of nowhere, alone and suffering from an insufferable 
pain. Oh, how cruel his fate was- 

Wait . 

There was a pink band laced around his right wrist. A pink band he 
had no trouble recognising. This pain was a result of one of Meredy's 
sensory links which meant that this feeling wasn't his owna€ | it was 
someone else's. 

What was going on? Who was being subdued to this _medieval torture_? ! 
His mind conjured up all sorts of theories, sending his thoughts into 
a panic as he imagined one of his loved ones dying, screaming out in 
torment while he himself was miles away, useless. 

This had to be Meredy's way of informing Jellal of what was going on. 
It was a signal of some sort. 

As the pain slowly faded away along with the pink band on his wrist, 
realisation dawned on him. 

THE _S IGNAL . _ 

THIS WAS THE SIGNAL OF ERZA GOING INTO LABOUR. 

What he had felt momentarily was _Erza's_ pain whilst giving 
birth . 

The colour drained from his face as he sprung to his feet, running as 
fast as his legs could possibly carry him. 



><p>"Jellal, I have something to give youa€ i " her voice was light, 
teasing as she sauntered over to him, hands laced behind her back and 
a beaming smile stretching across her lips.<p> 

The blue haired mage was leaning against the kitchen counter, his tie 
undone and draped loosely around his shoulders, and a mug of steaming 
coffee clutched in his hands as he arched an eyebrow at her 
playfully, "Are we talking something pleasurable or painful?" 

Erza rolled her eyes, shoving him affectionately before handing him a 
white card with loopy blue writing inscribed on it. "Here. Take 

it . " 

Jellal eyed her suspiciously, holding her gaze as he set aside the 
coffee mug and took the card into his hands. "Hmma€|" 

"Well , open it ! " 

He flashed a smile in her direction before scanning the note. "'You 
are hereby invited to attenda€ | 1 " the smile was quickly replaced by a 
flat look. "Have you agreed to perform in another one of those Onibus 
Town theatre plays organised by that Rabian man?" 

"Not this time, no!" she could barely contain her anticipation as she 
stared at him with childlike excitement. "Stop assuming things and 
carry on reading!" 

Jellal shook his head at her fondly before casting his eyes down to 
read aloud again. "'You are hereby invited to attenda€ | '" his voice 
cut off as the next words sunk in. 

He looked up at his wife incredulously. 

_You are hereby invited to attend the birth of your first 
child ._ 

"Erza, you're pregnant?" he asked softly, though it was more of a 
statement than a question. 

The scarlet haired mage laughed, throwing her arms around his neck as 
his face broke out in a warm smile. 

_He and Erza were going to be parents. _ 

_He was going to be a father. _ 

Arms hooking underneath her, he swung her round and round the 
kitchen, their laughter being the only sound filling the room. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Where were you?!" a furious Meredy raged as he neared the front 
entrance of the hospital, his breathing ragged and his legs ready to 
give way any second now.<p> 

"You're aware of where I was! I was out on a job!" he choked out, 
shooting her an indignant glare of his own. 


The pink haired mage folded her arms, staring at him coldly before 
scrunching her hand up in the hood of his coat and dragging him along 



the corridor, practically knocking everyone else out of the way. An 
angry Meredy was not one to trifle with, he knew. "What if you missed 
the birth of your first child? Honestly, after she even went to the 
trouble of _inviting_ you to the birth! You know she only did that 
because you're late to everything, right? I mean it, Jellala€|if 
you've missed the birth, first Erza will kill you and then _I'11_ 
resurrect you just to kill you again. And _then-"_ 

"Well, there's no need for any of that. I'm here now, aren't 

I ? " 


"_Yes_, after I had to interfere with my sensory link magic! Erza was 

at the guild when the contractions started taking place and 

then-" 

Jellal freed himself from her grasp, shuddering with the memory of 
the agony she inflicted on him. "And then she was overcome with 
_unimaginable_ paina€ | " 

"Yes . " 

He shot her an accusing look. "I know the feeling, thank you for 
that . " 

Meredy turned to look back at him and Jellal was pretty sure she was 
fighting back a giggle. Of _course _she ' d take amusement from his 
suffering. Didn't his whole guild do the same? 

"Consider it the _start_ of your punishment for being late to the 
birth of your child!" she reprimanded him sternly. 

Jellal sighed, approaching the main desk of the hospital. A weak 
smile crossed his face as he regarded the small lady with owlish eyes 
and round glasses. "I'm an awful husband who is late to his own 
child's birth. Can you please tell me where I might mind my suffering 
wife? " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They were sat at the kitchen table, surrounded by stacks of books 
filled with acres and acres of baby name suggest ions . <p> 

Mushette, Scarlignia, ZazzooaC | these names were atrocious. Just where 
did Levy find these books? 

Tired of flicking through endless pages, Erza sighed and shut the 
book, propping her chin on her hands and tilting her head to the side 
as she smiled at him, eyes twinkling as an idea popped into her mind. 
"What about _Strawberry_ Fernandes?" 

Jellal looked up from the book he was reading to shoot her a 
sceptical look. "Do you hate our child, Erza? Do you want our child 
to be teased throughout their entire life?" 

Erza looked appalled. "Of course not! Strawberry is a wonderful name! 
And besides, the idea of __our_ child being bullied is preposterous. 
Our child could take on any challenger!" 


"Well, you're right about that." he said, closing his own book and 
grinning at her. "Alright. Maybe if it's a girl and she happens to 



inherit your scarlet hair, perhaps we can consider Strawberry as 
aa€|err, a contender for names." 

The armour mage eyed him momentarily. "Hmma€|I suppose that seems 
fair. " 

"And what if it's a boy?" he mused, tilting back in his chair with 
his arms crossed behind his head and a playful smile wavering at his 
lips . 

Erza squinted. "Strawberry happens to be a unisex name." 

Jellal ran a hand through his blue hair before rubbing the back of 
his neck and exhaling a sigh. "Strawberry Fernandesa€ |my, oh 
mya€ | " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Bursting through the doors, the first thing Jellal Fernandes' 
eyes darted to was Erza, sitting up in bed with her hair dishevelled, 
locks of red matted to her face, skin glistening with sweat and her 
face contorted in pain.<p> 

Oh dear. 

Her head flicked towards him just as he ran to her, quickly falling 
to her side and taking her hand in his. Seeing her like this was 
excruciatingly difficult, but nothing compared to what she was going 
through, he thought to himself. That feeling of sheer helplessness 
filled him as she grunted and pushed but all he could do was provide 
support, which he tried his very best to do. 

"Erza, I'm so sorry." he started, wincing as her grip on his hand 
tightened with bone-crushing pressure. "Punctuality has never been my 
strong suit but as soon as Meredy managed to reach me, I ran over 
here as fast as my legs could carry me-" 

Erza attempted to smile faintly at him but instead only managed to 
reply between ragged breaths. "It's alrighta€ | it ' s alright. You're 
just in time. It ' sa€ i it ' s fine." 

Time passed as it does, but of course, in these circumstances, time 
was slower than usual, each second seemingly getting longer and 
longer as Erza cried out in pain and Jellal encouraged her on, 
despite having lost all feeling in his hand quite some time ago. 

A small cry echoed throughout the room and Erza's head fell back on 
the pillow, relief spreading across her face as she closed her eyes 
and let herself enjoy that sound filling her ears. She squeezed her 
husband's hand once more before holding it loosely in her 
own . 

Jellal leaned forward, brushing the hair out of her eyes and stroking 
her cheek as he smiled down at her softly. "So, is it going to be 
Strawberry Fernandes or Strawberry Fernandes?" 

Erza mustered up a small laugh and the blue haired mage couldn't help 
but think her smile was radiant even in this condition. 


"You were great, Erza. Truly." he said in a quiet voice, pressing a 



light kiss to her forehead. 


"It's a beautiful little girl!" the nurse beamed, making her way over 
to them with a small bundle in her arms. "My, her hair is such a 
lovely shadea€ i " 

Jellal chuckled, though his voice came out quite broken. 

_He was a father. _ 

He couldn't believe it. 

"Red like her mother's, I presume." he mused, locking eyes with Erza 
who returned his gaze with a weak smile. 

"Maybe blue like her father's." 

Jellal gently took the bundle of blankets into his arms before 
perching on the bed beside Erza, placing their daughter on her chest. 
Tears threatened to well up in his eyes and he couldn't contain the 
happiness that was spreading throughout his entire being because this 
was it. He and Erza were actually parents. 

He couldn't believe how tiny she was, how fragile and awe inspiring. 
All the moments of pain from before melted away because their 
daughter was born healthy and she was with them. 

Her eyes blinked open to reveal a soft brown and a small smile 
wavered on her lips, as sweet as could be and filling him with a 
light he never knew existed in the world before now. 

Slowly reaching out with gentle fingers, he stroked her cheek. She 
was so small and delicate like a little doll. 

Their daughter wriggled underneath his touch, causing the blankets to 
shuffle over half her face. Jellal laughed once more, his voice 
filled with raw emotion as he pulled back the blanket to reveal her 
hair . 

A tuft of purple hair. 

They gasped. 

"Her haira€iit's violet." he noted, incredulous. 

"Violet." Erza mused, gently stroking her fingers through the wisps 
of hair. "A beautiful name, wouldn't you agree?" 

Jellal smiled, both arms wrapped around his small but loved family. 

" I agree . " 

_It was the colour of her hair._ 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><strong>AN continued: What do you think of blue and red coming 
together to form purple? I'd love for this to actually happen! 
Mashima, pis.** 

**Funny story. When I was writing this, I was googling creative ways 



of telling someone you're pregnant and my mum just walked past and 
gave me the _strangest_ look...welp. The sad thing is, google didn't 
even help in the slightest. Sigh. And oh man, don't even get me 
started on the traumatising search of describing what giving birth 
feels like. ** 

**...I kinda wanted to cry. The way some people described it... OH 
GOD. Such brave souls those women are.** 

**Poor Erza (and poor Jellal for having to experience it for a few 
fleeting moments xD) ** 

** Anyway ... enough of my rambling. I'd appreciate any comments you may 
have, thanks for reading :)** 


End 
f ile . 



